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The Angel Lit the 
Lights 


Why God permitted it to happen 
was hard to explain at first. Elder and Mrs. 
S. E. Wight had traveled many miles to 
give a Bible study to Mr. and Mrs. Nile 
Akin. They had brought their projector 
along so as to make the study as interesting 
as possible, and had persuaded a good 
church member, Mr. Harry Hardt, to con- 
duct the study. They were very anxious to 
win these two people to Christ. 

Yet, when they were halfway through 
the study a terrific thunderstorm blew up 
outside, and the lights went out. 

Looking out the window, they saw that 
the whole town of Edwardsburg, Michigan, 
was in darkness. Elder Wight carried on 
as best he could, of course. But he couldn’t 
use the projector any more. He couldn’t 
even use his Bible to show Mr. and Mrs. 
Akin what the texts said. 


It was all very distressing—almost as 
though God didn’t care very much whether 
these people were converted or not. 

Then, all of a sudden, the lights came 
on. Much relieved, Mr. Hardt finished the 
study and went home with the Wights. On 
leaving, they happened to notice that the 
town was still dark, but thought nothing 
of it. 

Next morning, however, mysterious 
things began to happen. A neighbor cam ( 
to the Akins and said, “How was it tha 
you had light in your house last night when ‘ 
my house was dark?” And then another 
neighbor came from another direction and 
asked the same question. It certainly was 
mysterious. But stranger things were yet 
to be revealed. 

Elder Wight made an investigation at 
the office of the electric company. “When 
was the electricity turned on Sunday night?” 
he asked. 

“Between two and three o’clock in the 
morning,” someone told him. That was long 
after the light had come on in the Akins’ 
house. 

“Was there any way electricity could have 
got to the Akins’ house without going into 
other houses in the city?” he asked next. 

“Absolutely no way at all.” 

Mysterious? Wait till you hear the next 
thing Elder Wight found! 

Mr. Akin’s mother lived in the same 
house with him. Her electricity came 
through the same meter that Mr. Akin’s 
electricity came through. But, while there 
was power to light the projector in Mr. 
Akin’s side of the house, there was no 
electricity on the mother’s side! She woke 
up between two and three o’clock in the 
morning when her lights came on, at the 
same time they came on all over the town. 

Who lit the lights for the Bible study? 

Mr. and Mrs. Akin are sure it must have 
been the angels. And the experience made 
them ready to believe all that the Bible 
teaches. Quickly they gave their hearts to 
God and joined His church. 

Surely God was interested in that Bible 
study that night—as He always is interested 
when men and women and boys and girls 
are making their decision for Him. 


















































Your friend, 


So Wrxesel 





» @ A BIRTHDAY AND A DREAM 


By BEN-IRA 


AN™ DE VILLIERS was just twelve years 
old—at least she would be, tomorrow; 
for this was the day before her birthday. Of 
course she was very excited, for she had 
been promised such a celebration as she 
had never imagined in all her twelve years. 


She had been born in South Africa. Now, 
with her parents, she was visiting her 
father’s people in Germany. (Her father’s 
ancestors were Huguenots who had fled 
from France before the Massacre of St. 

To page 18 


As Anna slept she dreamed that she was climbing a stairway that led clear up into the clouds. 
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“BUCKY” 


By IDA MAY BAERG 


N THE wild and beautiful forest near 

Sugar Lake, British Columbia, a baby 
fawn first opened his eyes not long ago. On 
the same day there were undoubtedly other 
fawns having the same bewildering experi- 
ence, but this young buck had an unusual 
future ahead of him. 

During his first few days he knew no 
concern. Why should he? All around him 
was a still and wonderful world, and nearby 
was his mother, ready to supply food 
whenever he was hungry. Being just old 
enough to follow his mother about as she 
browsed, yet not old enough to know that 
danger, too, was present, he was well con- 
tent. 

Just how the tragedy occurred I do not 
know. Perhaps it was that a car traveling at 
night along the twisting mountain road 
came too suddenly upon the mother deer in 
the roadway. Or it may have been that a 
careless homesteader fired his gun un- 
worthily. Perhaps a cougar or a bear was 
responsible—there are many possibilities. 
At any rate, the baby was alone in the woods. 

Probably it was only a few hours after 
the fawn was orphaned that Mr. Bill Serhan, 
of Vernon, came driving by in his truck. 
Frightened by the noise, the fawn stopped 
dead still beside the narrow road. Mr. Ser- 
han slowed down, delighted to see the deli- 


cate creature so near him. He was so small 
and lonesome and uncertain, that the truck 
driver wondered about him as he drove on 
his way. 

Next day Mr. Serhan saw the fawn beside 
the road at the same spot as the day before. 
Still alone—where was his mother? Surely 
she must have been killed, he thought. 

All day he was unable to dismiss from his 
mind the picture of the frightened young 
buck, and that night he phoned the game 
warden. The warden listened carefully to 
the details, then said just the thing Mr. Ser- 
han was waiting for. 

“If the fawn is still there tomorrow and 
still alone, take him home with you. Most 
likely a cougar will get him if you don’t.” 

What a surprise he would have for his 
children! Verne was ten and Vivian thir- 
teen, both of them very fond of the pets 
they already owned. Now they would have a 
wild creature to add to the happy family. 

Mr. Serhan approached the usual spot 
next day very cautiously, but with mounting 
excitement, hoping against hope that the 
young fawn would still be alive. Rounding 
the turn in the road, he watched closely. Yes, 
there he was! 

Gently he placed the little fellow in the 
truck and prepared him for his journey. 
Finally at his new home, the trembling 
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fawn was lifted to the ground while all the 
family stood about him, admiring his spots, 
his soft and wondering eyes, the easy grace 
of his movements. 

“How shall we feed him?” the children 
asked. But that problem was soon taken care 
of. The fawn was very hungry by now and 
needed little coaxing to accept milk from a 
bottle with a large nipple. There was no 
fresh milk available, for the Serhan’s cow was 
dry. So the bottle had been filled with diluted 
evaporated milk, and it was easy to see 
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that the deer enjoyed it 
thoroughly and suffered no 
ill effects. 

“What are we going to 
call him?” Vivian wanted to 
know after a while. “He's 
got to have a name.” 

“Well, how about naming him ‘Bucky’?” 
suggested her father. 

That suited all the family, so “Bucky” was 
the new fawn’s name, and it was only a few 

To page 17 
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Bucky’s best friend on the farm was one of the black cats. They loved to play with each other. 
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STAIRWAY TO THE STARS, 


By ANOBEL ARMOUR 





CHAPTER 7: FROM SIX TO SIX HUNDRED 





N HER excitement to get her new school 

going, Clara had forgotten to learn where 
Buford lived, and she had promised to tell 
him when school would begin. So she set 
out to find him. 

Daylight was almost gone when she saw 
him at last, at the train station, standing on 
the bridge and watching the man who was 
ringing the bell to announce the arrival of 
the train. She stood by his side quietly for 
a moment, enjoying the sound of the bell. 
In the distance, she could hear the train 
chugging into town. 

Buford turned and saw her. “Why, hello, 
ma’am,” he said. “Have you come to watch 
the train?” 

“I didn’t come for that,” she told him with 
a smile. “But as long as I am here, we will 
watch together.” The bell rang out right 
against their ears, a thrilling, stirring sound. 
Suddenly smoke puffed up from under the 
arch and enveloped them. Buford began to 
sputter. 

“Must be burning soft pine,” he said. 
They could see the sparks drifting up from 
the stack and as the train rounded the bend 
and picked up speed, the sparks flew until 
the earth was red with them. “It’s called the 
Camden and Amboy Railroad,” Buford told 
her proudly. 

Not until then did Clara tell him the 
good news about the school. 

“You know,” he said, “I just kind of felt 
sure you would do it. I got Mom to press 
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my suit last night. She ironed a shirt for me, 
too.” 

Clara looked up at him and suddenly 
knew that she liked him even more than at 
first. This was the kind of people she had 
talked to the school board about. Good 
people, good Americans—with lots of faith. 

“Shall I go with you to find your friends?” 
she asked. “Or shall I go over and see what 
the schoolroom looks like?” 

“I guess they gave you that little brick 
building where the school used to be a long 
time ago, when my father was a boy,” 
Buford said. 

“That’s the one,” Clara told him. 

His eyes twinkled at her. “Then I 
wouldn’t go there, if I were you,” he said. 
“It’s been standing since the Revolutionary 
War and the walls might be shaky.” 

“Don’t try to scare me,” she laughed. “I 
know they wouldn’t give me a building 
that wouldn’t stand up. Besides, it was moved 
to the corner of Crosswick and Burlington 
streets from the outskirts—and it didn’t fall 
apart then.” 

Next morning Clara was in the bi 
schoolroom, standing by her desk. She had 
washed the blackboard almost at dark last 
night. Everything else had been spic and 
span but there had still been some arith- 
metic problems, left over from other years, 
on the blackboard. 

She rang the little bell on her desk in 
case someone was outside, hesitating to 




























come in. As she waited, her heart sank 
right down to her heels. What if no one 
came? Where was Buford? Suddenly she 
heard the scraping of feet on the front 
step. It hadn’t rained for days but the boys 
were cleaning their shoes. That was because 
they were so very impressed, she supposed. 
Well, anyhow it was a good sign. 

Buford came in first. She saw how neatly 
his suit was pressed and how clean his shirt 
looked, first thing. She counted the boys 
who followed him. There were five of them. 

“Six altogether,” she commented brightly. 
“That's a fine beginning.” There weren’t any 
girls but she really hadn’t expected any— 
not yet. “Find the seats you would like to 
have right away,” she advised the boys. 
“Then you may keep those seats for the 
whole school year. You see, in a few days 
there won't be any left for you to choose 
from.” 

Everyone looked around for a long time 
and then they finally got settled. “Now we 
will bow our heads,” she told them, “and say 
a silent prayer, asking God to bless our new 
school.” When she opened her eyes, all the 
heads were still bowed. Her heart leaped 
against her ribs. She was going to love every 
one of them. She just knew she was. 

Every day more and more children came. 
Finally the little brick building was filled 
and running over. “I'll have to have help,” 
Clara told the school board. So they let her 





send for her friend, Frances Childs. There 
wasn’t any way to stretch the brick building 
so Miss Barton stayed where she was. And 
Miss Childs took the overflow into a big 
room over a tailor shop, down on Walnut 
Street. She had sixty pupils to start her 
classes with, instead of just six as Clara had 
had. And many of them were girls, too. 

Clara thought of the first girls who had 
come to her school. 

“I've brought two of my sisters,” Buford 
told her respectfully one morning. If his face 
hadn’t looked as if he were dedicating his 
sisters, she would have hugged him. She 
almost did anyhow. 

“And tomorrow morning we are going to 
bring some of our friends,” the sisters told 
her. Clara beamed with pride. One boy 
could bring two girls. Those two girls would 
bring two more girls. Each boy would bring 
—she stopped counting right there. 

Things were turning out just as she had 
expected. Now they had been having school 
for a whole year and the town had voted to 
build a big new building for the school. 
Had voted—why, the building was almost 
ready, as a matter of fact. By the time the 
summer vacation was over, it would be 


When the editor of the newspaper tipped his hat to 
her, Clara was sure he was going to print something 
about her work in the paper. But the question he 
asked made her run laughing to find her friend. 


ready for the new term. Then Frances would September seemed slow in coming, as 
be right by her side and they could work far as Clara was concerned. She could hardly 
together. wait to get into the new building. Yet 

“It is wonderful to have gained the con- there were many plans to be made first. 
fidence of the people,” she wrote to Ste- They had to work out a program of teaching 
phen. “The new building is costing $4,000. for the whole school term. In the rooming 
That's how much New Jersey people think house where she lived with Frances the two 
of free schools. But then I knew all the time women sat for long hours, mapping out 


that they would.” their work. 
For no apparent reason Frances would ( 
remember something that had happened last 


year. Then they would forget the serious 
business to laugh together. Clara always had 
a funny tale to relate, too. Her own pupils 
were always up to something, like the time 
they had the ball game and Buford struck her 
out. And then he had said it was all a mis- 
take, even when everyone could see that she 
hadn’t come anywhere near to hitting the 
ball. Buford just couldn’t bear for Miss Clara 
not to be right out in front. 
The editor of the Bordentown Register 
had a room right down the hall from them. 
Sometimes Clara wished he would notice 
them. She would like to see a great big 
piece in the paper, with a picture of the new ' 
building right on the front page. One of % 
her boys had made a pen and ink picture of 





it that was simply wonderful. 
LOVE IN HIS HEART One evening the editor tipped his hat to 
By EDITH SAGE her. “I would like to ask you a question,” he 


said. Clara’s heart fluttered in quick, sharp 
excitement. Now he would ask about the 

So strong was He, yet mild. school. Now he would give them some 
He would not say or do a thing space in his paper. ; 

Ye hast coches O6i-— _ She waited very quictly for him to go on, 
in spite of her high-beating heart. 

“What in the world do you two women 
find to laugh about all the time?” he de- 


When Jesus was a boy on earth, 


For love was in His heart. 


His mother taught Him how to read; 





He knew the Bible well, manded abruptly. ; 
And would not steal or fight or swear If she had ever had a voice, Clara couldn't 
Mer weeld @ falecheed tol— find it now. Running down the hall, she 
For love was in His heart. scampered into the room, pushing the door 
shut as if someone was just behind her. 
He worked with Joseph in the shop “Oh, Frances,” she gasped weakly, “I have 
And learned to saw and nail; just been interviewed. . 
Though many things he had to do Frances’ eyes bugged way out. “What did® E 
Not once did Jesus fail— he say?” She drew in another breath. “Is he 
For love was in His heart. going to print the picture? Oh, Clara, it 
will be so wonderful, so exciting.” 
The children liked to be with Him, Clara couldn’t talk for a few minutes, she 
His kindness gave them joy. was laughing so hard. She tried to smother 
For cheerful as a sunbeam bright her laughter with her hands, remembering 
Was Jesus when a boy— his words. Finally she couldn’t stand it any 
For love was in His heart. longer. “Here we have built a school up 
from six to six hundred and he wants to 
To page 16 
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By BELVINA 


RACK! Chris’s bat hit the baseball he 
had tossed into the air, and it sailed across 
the yard. He sprinted after it, panting and 
red-faced in the morning sun. Scooping up 
the ball, he began slowly to retrace his steps. 
He was all alone. If only he had someone 
to play ball with! A boy his own age would 
really be super. He'd even settle for a little 
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Fudge Plays Baseball 


W. BERTINO 


tagalong brother if he would field the balls 
for him. 

But Chris had neither a friend his own 
age nor a younger brother. He lived on a 
ranch and was the only child. His two 
companions were Queenie, his saddle 
horse, and her proud-stepping colt, Dusty 
Cloud. But they couldn’t play ball with him. 

Chris sighed and picked up his bat 
again. No use wishing for something that 
couldn't be. If he wanted to practice batting 
he’d just have to go on fetching the ball 
every time he hit it. 

Several evenings later, Chris’s uncle 
stopped at the ranch. With him was Fudge, 
his young chocolate-colored Chesapeake 
retriever. 

“Grandma and I have decided we must 
move to town—for Grandma’s health,” he 
told Chris. “Would you like to have Fudge 
to keep? We're sure she would never be 
happy in town.” 

“Oh, yes, thank you, Uncle Joe,” Chris 
exclaimed, as he sat down on the doorstep 
and called to Fudge, who quickly made 
friends with him. 

Next morning Chris went out for batting 
practice as usual. He tossed the ball into 
the air and belted a beautiful fly ball high 
over the tops of the trees. With a groan he 
started after it, wondering how he would 
ever be able to find it again when he couldn’t 
see where it had landed. 

To his astonishment, Fudge raced ahead 
of him. Before he had half covered the dis- 
tance, she came bounding back, the ball in 
her mouth. To page 16 


While Chris was still wondering where the ball had 
gone, Fudge came racing back with it in her mouth. 
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Sligo Pathfinders of Takoma Park, Maryland, go 


NINETY-NINE FEET 





[[PaTHFINDER 





UNDERGROUND! 


LAWRENCE MAXWELL, Reporting 


ON THE surface it didn’t look like any- 
thing special—just a hole in the ground 
at the edge of an apple orchard. 

But when twenty-nine Pathfinders and a 
little black dog climbed down that hole a 
few weeks ago they found real adventure 
awaiting them. 

The hole was the entrance to a cave. First 
the Pathfinders climbed down twenty feet 
on a rope ladder. Then they walked along 
a corridor four feet wide and high enough 
to stand in. 

The passage turned. And narrowed. The 
Pathfinders walked sideways. Then the floor 
came up and the ceiling came down—and 
the Pathfinders crawled forward on elbows 
and toes. Then out of the “crawlway” and 
suddenly the ceiling was 
fifteen feet above their 
heads, with bats clinging 
here and there. 

After a while they 
stopped, and the guide, 
Mr. Bernard Wilt, told the 
Pathfinders to turn out 
their lights. The darkness 
was absolutely pitch black. 
“How far down are we?” 
someone asked. “In some 
places, twenty feet,” said 
Mr. Wilt. “In other places, 
ninety-nine feet and more.” 

This cave is one of many 
similar caves in the West 
Virginia hills. It has some 
two hundred passages, laid 
out like a City’s streets, 
with squares and circles in 
all directions. It is not com- 


10 { JUNIOR GUIDE 


mercialized—only people with the spirit of 
adventure would dare go into it. But the 
Pathfinders were careful—their guide was a 
club counselor who had made a complete 
map of the cave and all its tunnels. 

One Pathfinder said when she came out, 
“I expected to have a good time, but it 
turned out to be a whole lot better than I 
had hoped.” “We had such fun!” said others. 

Oh yes, Pathfinders do all sorts of interest- 
ing things. If you aren’t a member, join up! 


LAWRENCE MAXWELL, PHOTOS 


The entrance to the cave gave no indication of 
its size. Descending twenty feet on a swaying 
rope ladder was a new and thrilling experience. 
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In some parts of the cave there were large 
passages where one could walk in ease, though 
the muddy floor tried to pull one’s boots off. 


Not far from the entrance, the Pathfinders 
found a little room with a crystalline pool and 
formations that looked like cascading water. 





In other parts, one had to crawl as this coun- 
selor is doing. A light was absolutely neces- 
sary, for the cave was pitch dark without one. 


Three hours underground ended all too quickly 
and it was time to climb out. Clothes were 
muddy, but everyone hoped to return soon. 








didn’t ask for testimonies,” said Jeff. 


“We'd like the ministers a lot better if they 





NEVER EMBARRASSED , 


[" WAS Week of Prayer. And the students 
at school in Weston Falls felt fortunate 
in having Elder Randolf speak to them. 

The first talk, on Monday, was nearing its 
end. Jeff smiled, feeling better. Somehow 
these talks made him want to straighten out 
lots of little things in his life. 

Like reading the funny papers, watching 
the movies on television, listening to the 
mysteries on the radio. Just little things, 
really, he thought. But somehow they didn’t 
seem right any more, and he decided to 
give them up. 

His smile broadened. 

But then Elder Randolf leaned a little 
closer to the microphone. “I believe it is 
always good to have an opportunity to wit- 
ness for Christ, to show how much we love 
Him.” 

Then he went on to suggest that they 
have a short testimony service at the end 
of each day's talk. At this time, he said, 
those who liked, could stand and witness for 
Christ. “Who will be the first to stand this 
morning?” 

There was a long pause, but no one stood. 

“I know how you feel,” Elder Randolf 
went on. “It takes courage to stand up be- 
fore other students and give a testimony for 
Christ. But you'll feel happier for it.” He 
smiled. 

There was tension in the room. At last 
one boy arose. He spoke for a moment, and 
sat down abruptly. 

Elder Randolf waited. 

No one else stood up. 

The silence was painful. Then Elder Ran- 
dolf said something, and a few girls sit- 
ting together stood, followed by one or two 
others. They spoke in self-conscious voices, 
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By KARLEE LANGCASTER 


always sitting down as quickly as they could. 

Then the meeting was over; the pianist 
played a hymn; the students sang; and the 
first meeting of the Week of Prayer had 
ended. 

The students left the auditorium and gath- 
ered in the hallway for a few moments be- 
fore heading to their classes. 

“You know,” Bob was saying as Jeft 
walked toward the group of boys standing 
at one end of the hallway. “If there is one 
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thing I don’t like, it is these silly testimonies 
at the end of the meetings.” 

Jeff nodded. “If they would just talk, it 
would be O.K.,” he said. “But ministers al- 
ways seem tO want you to get up and say 
you love God and want everyone to pray for 
you. I don’t see what good it does. It just 
makes you nervous, and you don’t like the 
minister nearly so well.” ' 

The other boys nodded agreement. “Some- 
day, maybe, we'll be lucky enough to get a 

























































































minister that will forget the testimonies!” 


Bob said. 
Laughing, they broke up as the bell rang. 
The following day was much like the first. 

Elder Randolf asked for testimonies, and 

there was dead silence in the auditorium. 

Then a few stood up. They spoke quickly, 
nervously, and self-consciously, glancing at 
the other students as they sat down. 

Then the meeting was over. 

And afterward again there were com- 
plaints in the hallway. Why did they have 
testimony services anyway? 

Jeff suddenly decided to do something 
about it. Elder Randolf was walking down 
the aisle alone, after the meeting. Impul- 
sively, Jeff headed toward him. 

“I'd like to ask you something,” he said, 
without really thinking. “Why do you have 
a testimony service at the end of the meet- 
ings?” 

Elder Randolf glanced around. “Suppose 
we sit down here for a moment, and I'll 
tell you,” he said. 

Jeff was now wishing with all his might 
that he hadn’t asked. It had been a silly 
thing to do. But there was no escape now. 

“You see, Jeff,’ Elder Randolf said, his 
voice sounding very differ- 
ent in the empty audito- 
rium, “a testimony service 
gives you an opportunity 
to tell others that you be- 
lieve in Christ and are do- 
ing your best to serve Him. 
I know that many give 
testimonies just because 
their friends do. But not 
most. Most students tes- 
tify because they sincerely 
want to witness for Christ 
and tell others about their 
needs and beliefs. 

“And through testifying 
for Christ, they help them- 
selves.’ Elder Randolf 
paused a moment, then 
continued. “I know when 
I was your age, I hated 
testimony services. I really 
did. Every time we had one 
in our church I would feel 
like groaning. Sometimes I 


As Jeff sat down he wished with 
all his might that he had not 
asked the minister a question. 
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did, too, I guess.” Elder Randolf smiled as 
he remembered. 

“But then I realized, too, that testifying 
gives a person courage to speak about his 
beliefs more freely. 

“If one does not testify, it may be because 
he is afraid; doesn’t understand the purpose 
of the testimony meeting; or is—well— 
ashamed of Christ.” 

There was a long pause, and Jeff glanced 
up. “I—I guess you are right,” he said. 

Elder Randolf smiled. “Jeff, have you ever 
testified for Christ at a testimony meeting?” 

Jeff nodded, remembering. 

“How did you feel afterward?” 

“Relieved!” Jeff said, grinning. 

Elder Randolf laughed. “No, seriously, 
how did you feel? Did it give you a good 
feeling to know you were brave enough to 
speak publicly of your love for Christ? 
Didn’t it make you love Christ all the 
more?” 

Jeff frowned, thinking. “I guess it did, 
all right,” he said. “But, well, if I felt 
better and all—and I did—then why don’t 
I want to stand up now and testify? At the 
end of the meetings, every time I think 
about it—I get—well, scared.” 
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“Perhaps,” suggested Elder Randolf, “it 
is the devil working against us. To hear 
others give a testimony for Christ strength- 
ens their own faith in God. So I suppose 
that the devil is pretty upset when we 
testify.” Elder Randolf smiled. “And, of 
course, we are self-conscious—getting up 
and speaking before all our fellow students 
makes anyone nervous. But I think the devil 
has the most to do with our reluctance.” 

The bell for the next class rang, but 
neither moved. Elder Randolf waited, 
knowing that Jeff was deep in thought. 

At last Jeff spoke. “I think—well, I think 
I will not be ashamed any more,” he said 
quietly. 

Elder Randolf smiled, and squeezed Jeff's 
arm. “Good,” he said, and then wordlessly, 
the two walked up the aisle and out the 
door. 

The next day the time came for the 
testimonies. 

Again, as before, everything grew quiet. 
Jeff now knew that the devil was working 
against him. But he somehow couldn’t make 
himself stand up. He wanted to. But each 
time he would start to, something stopped 
him. To page 19 
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The disappearing chickens and 


ae. 


® © = The Girl Who Played Cemetery 


By EVERETT B. JOHNSON 


a 


id 
pr praagen was just a little girl. And of 
all the games that girls can play, Silvalea 
chose to play cemetery. Just why, I don’t 
know. I’m not quite sure that she knew 
Po herself. When she told me about it, she said, 


“I jus’ had to play cemeta. I was crazy to 
play cemeta. I thought I'd go crazy if I 
didn’t.” 

Now her mamma had several dozen baby 
chickens. But each time she counted those 
chickens, one or more would be missing. 
And she hadn’t the faintest idea why they 
were disappearing—nor where they were 
going. 

But Silvalea knew! 

The time had come to plant garden, so 
Mamma said, “Honey chile, Mammy wants 
you to dig up de posy bed. Den we plant 
de flowers. By and by we'll have posies to 
sell so’s I can get purty things fo’ ma 
Honey Girl, come de picnic day.” Mamma 
went about her work and Silvalea went 
away over in the corner of the garden and 
prepared a very nice plot for sweet corn. 

Next morning Mamma inspected Silva- 
lea’s work. “Dat’s nice to fix fo’ de coan, 
but coming de picnic day, Mammy wants de 
posies to sell to get de purty things for her 
Honey Chile, so she be de purtiest girl at de 
picnic.” 

Again Mamma went away to clean house 
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Silvalea put off digging the posy bed as long as 
possible, but one day Mother came out to supervise 
the work, and that day Silvalea’s sins were exposed. 
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for the folks in the big brick house, and 
Silvalea fixed up a nice plot for the beans. 
Next time a plot for the carrots, then for 
the cabbage and tomatoes. She worked like 
a little machine. Not a bit lazy. Days were 
going by, then weeks. But Silvalea had not 
dug the posy bed. 

Then Mamma was going to be home all 
day, so she told Silvalea, “Coming de picnic 
day you’se gonna has all rags ‘cause de posies 
not been planted. Nothin’ to sell fo’ 
money. Dis is de day dat de posy bed is 
digged.” 

Silvalea was all excited. “Mammy, de 
cabbage is wilting quick. De ‘matoes is all 
wilting quick. I think I should get ma pail 
and fill all de puddle holes round de ’matoes 
and de cabbage.” 

Mamma’s patience was getting thin. “Dis 
is de day dat de posy diggin’ starts and de 
“scuses stops.” 

“But Mammy, de weeds in de coan is 
comin’ fast. I betta chop in de coan.” 

“Silvalea, my dotta, you get yo’ shubel 
and go straight to where de diggin’ is. I’se 
gonna git a switch and go straight to de 
diggin’. You’se goin’ to has a superintendent 
in de personality of yo’ Mammy 'till de 
posy bed is digged.” Things were serious. 

So Silvalea got her shovel and went 
straight to the flower bed. Her mammy got 
a switch and went straight to the flower bed. 
Silvalea got white spots on her cheeks. 
“Mammy, I think I should spade over there.” 

Mamma pointed, “Put de spade down 
right hea.” 

So down went the shovel, and when the 
soil was turned over—believe it or not—up 
came a little dead chicken. Silvalea got a 
switching. 

Five more shovelfuls, and the spade 
brought up another dead chicken. Silvalea 
got another switching. 

Eight more shovels—another chicken. 
And oh, another switching! Twelve more 
shovels, another chicken. 

The white spots on Silvalea’s cheeks got 
bigger. Then, “Mammy, Mammy, I wants to 
kiss you fo’ you switches any mo’, and I 
wants you to hug me tight as yo’ can.” 
Two big tears rolled out on Mamma’s cheeks 
and splashed on the clods. After that she 
did not switch so hard. 

Finally the last shovelful was turned and 
the last chicken dug up. As Silvalea told 
me later, “It sho was bad for a little while. 
I thought that eva inch of ma skin was 
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goin’ to be switched off. No suh, dat switch 
made me feel I was all afiah like a house 
burnin’ up, and no wata in de wagon to 
put out de fiah. But I neva played cemeta 
no mo’. No suh, dis girl done played all de 
cemeta dat she goin’ to play.” 

Say, Juniors, do you know something? If 
we do wrong—it may be any one of a hun- 
dred things—and try to keep it hidden, 
someone will come along and shovel it out. 
Then we will feel like a house on fire all 
burning up. And be sure it will be on a day 
when there is no water in the fire wagon 
to put out the fire! 


Fudge Plays Baseball 
From page 9 


Chris took the ball, patted her gratefully, 
and returned to the “plate.” This time he 
sent a solid grounder straight across the 
yard. Fudge was off at the crack of the bat. 
Unerringly she located the ball and re- 
turned it. 

Chris missed the next tossup and Fudge 
stood by, wagging encouragement, while he 
legged after it. But each time he hit it out 
over the yard or trees, she fielded tirelessly. 

“Fudge, you're a perfect fielder,” Chris 
praised her delightedly, stroking the silky 
fur. “We are going to have a lot of fun play- 
ing ball, you and I. Whoever said a dog was 
a boy’s best friend surely was right!” 


Stairway to the Stars 
From page 8 


know—oh, Frances, he wants to know what 
makes us laugh so much.” 

“That's what you get for being vain and 
thinking that folks are paying attention to 
you,” Frances warned. 

Clara looked very serious for the space of 
a breath. “The people who count are paying 
attention,” she said solemnly. “The mothers 
and the fathers. And the children them- 
selves.” 

The new building was as wonderful as 
Clara had thought it would be. Six hundred 
pupils were even more than her wildest 
dreams. The days simply sped by. Soon snow 
was falling over the streets of Bordentown. 
And it wasn’t long till Christmas. 


2 , 


“I haven't had a birthday party for a long, 
long time,” she thought suddenly. “And 
none of us here has ever had a party to- 
gether.” An idea popped into her mind. 

“I was born on Christmas Day,” she told 
the children at school. “This will be our first 
Christmas here in this big building. Let’s 
celebrate my birthday and the school’s birth- 
day together.” 

“I think a tree would be wonderful,” Bu- 
ford suggested. “With candles all over it.” 

“A candle for each of my birthdays would 
light it up pretty well,” Clara laughed. Then 
she asked practically, “Where will we get 
the tree?” 

One of the tall boys in the back put up 
his hand. “My father has some,” he an- 
nounced. “I’m sure he'll let us have one.” 

The party was wonderful and everyone 
had so much fun. Clara lighted the candles 
with flint and steel and tinder to show the 
children how fires had been lighted when 
she was a girl. 

It was several days later that she heard 
the latest news about the school. The en- 
rollment was so large now that it was nec- 
essary tO appoint a superintendent. 

And, “the superintendent will have to 
be a man,” the school board informed Clara. 
“We think you would do a fine job. The 
families in town all feel the same way. But 
the job is just too big for a woman.” 

For a moment Clara thought of how she 
had fought and begged for that little red 
brick building where her first six boys had 
come. “I almost wish I was back there,” she 
thought rebelliously. Then she controlled 
herself. “Of course, I don’t wish that really. 
I wish the school were twice as big as it 
is.” So she just smiled at the school board. 
Nothing had been too big for her at the 
beginning. But she didn’t say anything. 
“T'll stay on and teach,” she promised. 

But soon she knew she couldn’t stay. The 
new superintendent was changing all her 
plans. He didn’t approve of women at all. 
The sooner he wiped out all traces of her 
work, the happier he would be. Clara en- 
dured it until February, and then she re- 
signed. 

Standing before her desk, with her few 
belongings beside her, she looked around 
her favorite room. She had just started to 
brush away the tears from her eyes when 
she heard a familiar sound—Buford’s low 
whistle. 


He stood before her, holding his hat 


awkwardly in his hand. “I heard you were 
leaving,” he said. “You know, I thought they 
would make you superintendent, Miss 
Clara,” he added, through the frog in his 
throat. 

“I rather thought they would too,” she 
admitted. “But I'll find something else— 
a little job maybe, like a woman can 
handle.” 

“You could handle anything, Miss Clara, 
just anything,” Buford told her loyally. 

She had to smile to herself. He sounded 
so much like her brothers had always 
sounded. “Help me carry my things,” she 
said. “I am going to Washington.”- 

For a minute Buford’s face lighted up. 
“I'd like to see Washington,” he said en- 
thusiastically. Then his face fell. “I don’t 
suppose I ever will get to though. And 
worse than that, I don’t suppose I'll ever 
get to see you again.” 

Clara put her hands on his shoulders. 
“You've been a big help to me,” she told 
him, “and I will never forget you.” That 
didn’t seem to help him much. “Besides 
that,” she went on, “we’ve been wonderful 
friends. Somehow I feel that we will be 
friends together again—sometime, some- 
where.” 

They couldn’t guess just then, how true 
her words would prove to be, or under 
what circumstances they would meet again. 
But meet again they would. 

(To be continued ) 





“Bucky” 
From page 5 


days until he would come running in 
answer to it. 

One day the occupants of a passing car 
looked up to see young Bucky standing not 
far away. He was wide-eyed and curious, 
but completely unafraid, and made no move 
to go when the car stopped. Mr. Serhan was 
working nearby in his garden. Hearing the 
car, he looked up to see what was happening. 

“Ohhh Bucky, Bucky!” he called—for he 
wanted to be sure no harm came to the little 
pet. At once the fawn turned and leaped 
nimbly up the slope toward the familiar call. 

“Well, what do you know!” exclaimed one 
of the onlookers. They had hardly expected 
to find a deer in the wilds who would run 
up to a man who called him. But here was 
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one, right before their eyes. Bucky knew 
nothing of the fear of man, and on this 
occasion he posed for snapshots with these 
strangers before they drove on. 

For months Bucky roamed at will on any 
part of the farm, and he knew that he be- 
longed there. He seemed to be accepted by 
the ducks and geese, the cows and chickens, 
the rabbits, and even the dog and cats. One 
cat was especially fond of him. She would 
rub gently against his legs and then Bucky 
would turn and lower his muzzle for Tabby 
to play with. 

The Serhans enjoyed showing their un- 
usual pet to visitors, but unless you hap- 
pened in at Bucky’s mealtime you would 
probably not see him. Most often he lay in 
the grain field adjoining the farmyard, but 
because he knew who his friends were he 
was never far away. 

At feeding time one of the family would 
step out of the house, calling distinctly, 
“Bucky, Bucky!” Soon the graceful figure of 
the fawn would come bounding through the 
field. Eagerly he would take the milk, then 
linger to be petted and played with, some- 
times even daintily following one of the 
family into the house. However, his world 
was in the out-of-doors, and his friends let 
him live out there. 

When fall came, the Serhans very wisely 
encouraged Bucky to live on his own. They 
put him in the truck again and drove to a 
remote part of the woods. There they let 
him go. They had only wanted to protect 
the little fawn as he grew up, and give him a 
good start in life. But what a lot of pleasure 
they had enjoyed while doing so! 


A Birthday and a Dream 
From page 3 


Bartholomew, August, 1572. Her mother 
was a member of an old and highly respected 
family, too. ) 

In Germany, people really know how to 
celebrate a birthday. But this time, there 
was a little difficulty. Tomorrow was not 
only Anna’s birthday,: it was also Sunday. 
Of course any birthday comes on Sunday 
once in a while, but it was very unfortunate 
that this special birthday should come on 
that day for, the way things were going, it 
looked as though Sunday would spoil the 
whole celebration. 
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You see, Mother thought Anna should go 
to church in the morning. The rest of the 
day would be quite sufficient for the cele- 
bration, she said. Grandma de Villiers and 
the uncles and aunts and cousins thought it 
would be discourteous for Anna not to be 
at home to welcome her guests, who would 
be arriving by train from Frankfurt am Main 
just at the time Mother wanted Anna to 
be attending the church service. 

There would be a lot of relatives, Anna 
knew. No doubt they would bring her 
many presents—dolls, perhaps a doll buggy, 
books, beautiful dresses, a watch, maybe 
some rings and bracelets and other jewelry. 
She became absolutely dizzy with anticipa- 
tion. What a day she would have! And of 
course, the cake and candles and———Oh 
dear! What a shame her birthday had to 
come on Sunday! 

Of course she heard all the discussion 
between Mother and Grandma and the 
others. She felt in her heart that Mother 
was right, and she should go to church. 
However, they were guests in Grandma’s 
house, and it was very awkward not to do 
what Grandma wanted. 

Anna went to bed that night with very 
mixed feelings; and as she knelt by her bed 
to say her evening prayer, she asked Jesus 
please to straighten it all out for her, so 
that everyone would be happy; and to make 
her willing to do what was right, and to be 
kind and thoughtful and tactful in her 
grandmother’s home. 

She didn’t waste much time getting to 
sleep—and then she found herself walking 
along a path that brought her to a stairway. 
This stairway seemed to reach to the clouds, 
ever so high! She started up. 

At first the climbing was easy, and she 
began to wonder where the stairway would 
lead her. Perhaps it would even take her to 
heaven, if she could keep on long enough. 

But now something was beginning to 
happen to her legs. They were getting tired 
and stiff and sore and she could hardly make 
them go. She even seemed to be getting 
heavier so that they could not carry her 
any more. 

Then she saw two men standing, one on 
each side of the stairs. Just as it seemed 
she could not go any higher, they reached 
down and took hold of her arms and climbed 
with her, helping her along very nicely. It 
was a great relief and she really began to 
get up high, and had hopes of getting to 
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the very top. She was sure, somehow, that 
these two men were apostles, though she 
did not know which ones they might be. 
That did not matter, however, for they were 
helping her, and now she would surely 
reach the top in safety. 

When she was nearly at the top, and 
there were only a few steps left, the two 
men let go her arms and stopped climbing. 
They told her that that was as far as they 
could go. She began to despair. Would she 
have to give it all up when she was so near 
the top? She was very discouraged. 

And then as she looked up, she saw Jesus 
at the top of the stairs, and He reached 
down His hand, clasped her firmly, and, 
with no effort at all, she found herself at 
the very top. 

As she looked about her, she saw a large 
room. The door was open, and the room 
was full of happy, beautiful children, doing 
all sorts of interesting things. There was 
no quarreling or trouble of any kind, just 
love and friendly helpfulness, and as she 
stepped into the room she had a feeling that 
she would like to stay there forever. She 
asked Jesus if she could, but He said, “No. 
You must go back to your mother. But any 
time you need Me, I will teach you Myself, 
and help you over every hard place.” Then 
He opened another door and said she must 
go that way, and ... she awoke with Mother 
leaning over her bed and saying, “Happy 
Birthday, Anna!” 

“Mother and I went to church that morn- 
ing,” Anna told me. “The train from Frank- 
furt am Main was so late that I was back in 
plenty of time to welcome the guests, so 
everyone was satisfied. I was very happy 
that I had done what Mother said was right. 
And it was a wonderful birthday party.” 

The years passed. Anna married and a 
little daughter came to her home. When 
she was about ten months old the little girl 
suddenly became ill, and next day she died. 
It was a terrible blow. Anna could hardly 
recover from it, till she remembered her 
birthday dream of long ago and Jesus’ prom- 
ise to teach her Himself, and to help her 
over every hard place. Then it all became 
clear to her. She found herself able to trust 
her dear one to Him, and she knew He had 
reached down His hand of love to help her 
over the hard place. 

Then the light of present truth crossed 
her pathway. For a time she was uncertain 
and confused, till once more she remem- 


bered her dream. She got the help of the 
apostles through Bible study, and at the last 
she remembered her dream again, and Jesus 
did teach her and help her over the hard 
places. She was able to understand and 
accept the wonderful story of the three 
angels’ messages, and such joy and happi- 
mess came into her life as she had never 
known before. 

Anna has almost forgotten the birthday 
presents of that happy day of long ago, but 
she has never forgotten the message of 
hope and cheer and helpfulness that came 
to her from Jesus on the night of her 
twelfth birthday. 





Never Embarrassed Again 
From page 14 


Smiling, he told himself he would get up 
at the count of three. Silently he counted. 
One. Two. Thr—. He started to stand up. 
But quickly he sat back. He just couldn't. 

Across the auditorium someone stood up. 
And then others. 

Jeff swallowed, took a deep breath, and 
stood up. 

Suddenly he felt as if all eyes were on 
him. But, looking around, he saw that only 
a few were. And, amazingly enough, the 
students who were looking at him were not 
looking at him with amusement, but with 
encouragement. 

Suddenly, then, he wasn’t afraid any 
more. In that brief moment he knew that 
he had conquered the devil. He spoke, 
clearly and distinctly. 

He added at the end that he had had a 
difficult time working up enough courage to 
stand and testify, but that he was glad now 
he had won the battle with the devil. 

Then, to his surprise, Bob stood up and 
testified too. And he added that he hadn't 
seen much point in the testimony meetings 
before, but now he knew differently. 

Instead of lasting for five or ten minutes, 
as usual, today the testimonies lasted far into 
the next class period. 

When Elder Randolf finally closed the 
meeting, there was a different spirit in the 
room. 

Later, Elder Randolf came to Jeff. “Jeff, 
you did us all a lot of good today,” he said. 
“Many students stood up because of what 
you said.” To page 22 
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Prepared by the Sabbath School Department of the General Conference 


I—The Disciples Prepare to Carry On 


(APRIL 6) 


Memory VERSE: “Ye shall be witnesses unto 
me both in Jerusalem, and in all Judaea, and in 
Samaria, and unto the uttermost part of the 
earth” (Acts 1:8). 


SABBATH AFTERNOON 


Read the lessons texts—Acts 1:6-15 and 22- 
26. Read the titles of each day’s assignment to 
get the outline of the lesson. Go over the mem- 
ory verse several times. Who spoke _ these 
words? To whom were they addressed? 


SUNDAY 
Last Instructions 


Open your Bible to Acts 1. 


For forty days after His resurrection, Jesus 
lingered on the earth with His disciples. He 
gave them Bible studies, so that they might 
more clearly understand the plan of redemp- 
tion. Their disappointment in the way things 
had turned out gradually gave place to under- 
standing and rejoicing. 

The last day came. There was just time to 
emphasize the most important things, to repeat 
His choicest promises to them. Read verses 5 
and 8 (first phrase) and see what precious 
promise He left with them. 

The Holy Spirit was to be their invisible 
Companion and Comforter. He would give 
them power, would guide them in doing the 
right things, would remind them of Jesus. Jesus 
could leave them nothing better. 

Then Jesus told them what their most impor- 
tant task was to be. The memory verse tells us 
what it was. Read or repeat Acts 1:8. 

Jesus told them to start their work at Jeru- 
salem—the scene of His suffering and sacrifice, 
where talk of the amazing scenes of His trial 
and death was on all lips. There the preaching 
of the disciples would make the greatest impres- 
sion and many who had secretly accepted Him 
would come boldly forward to be His followers. 

For further <r , The = of Ages, p 
820, pars. 2-4; p. 821, pars. 1, 

THINK of ite change in me disciples after 
the resurrection. 
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Pray that you may be a faithful and daring 
disciple to carry out Christ’s last charge. 


MONDAY 


The Ascension 


Open your Bible to Acts 1. 

Through the gates of Jerusalem, Jesus led 
His little band for the last time. They went past 
the vine tree that He had pointed out as a 
symbol of the strong connection between Him- 
self and the Father, between His disciples and 
Himself. They passed Gethsemane where He 
had spent hours in prayer. Then they came to 
the heights of Mount Olivet near Bethany 
where lived Martha, Mary, and Lazarus. With 
words of kindness He spoke to them for the last 
time. In verse 9 find what happened when He 
had finished speaking. 

“With hands outstretched in blessing, He 
slowly ascended from among them. As He passed 
upward, the awe-stricken disciples looked with 
straining eyes for the last glimpse of their as- 
cending Lord. A cloud of glory received Him 
from their sight. At the same time there floated 
down to them the sweetest and most joyous 
music from the angel choir.’—The Story of 
Jesus, p. 169. 

For further reading: The Desire of Ages, p. 
830, par. 3. 

THINK of the welcome Jesus must have re- 
ceived in the heavenly courts. 

Pray that you may ever keep in mind the 
thought that Jesus will return one day. 


TUESDAY 
The Angels’ Message 


Open your Bible to Acts 1. 

Angels spoke to the humble shepherds when 
Jesus came as a babe to the earth. Angels spoke 
words of cheer to the disciples of Jesus as He 
left the earth. Whom did the disciples see stand- 
ing beside them as they stood gazing at the as- 
cending cloud? See verse 10. 

These two angels, in human form, spoke with 
voices that sounded like richest music. Read the 
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The disciples were sad when they saw Jesus go up from them into heaven. But then they noticed two 
men in white clothes standing beside them, who reminded them that Jesus would come to earth again. 
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question they asked and how they themselves 
answered it in verse 11. 

Note.—“These angels belonged to the com- 
pany that had come to escort the Saviour to His 
heavenly home. In sympathy and love for those 
left below, they had stayed to assure them that 
this separation would not be forever.”—The 
Story of Jesus, p. 169. 

For further reading: The Desire of Apes, p. 
831; p. 832, par. 1. 

THINK of the consideration Christ showed 
for His disciples in leaving the angels with their 
cheering message. 

Pray that you may one day stand with those 
who watch as Jesus decends from heaven in a 


cloud. 
WEDNESDAY 
Back to Jerusalem 


Open your Bible to Acts 1. 

After hearing the angels’ message, the dis- 
ciples turned their steps toward Jerusalem. 
Jesus had told them to wait there till they re- 
ceived the promise of the Holy Spirit. 

The disciples were not downcast and un- 
happy when they saw their Lord lost in the 
cloud of glory that took Him from their sight. 
Read verse 12 and see what they immediately 
did. 

Note.—A Sabbath day’s journey equals about 
three quarters of a mile. 

“When the disciples returned to Jerusalem, 
the people looked upon them with amazement. 
After the trial and crucifixion of their Master, 
it had been thought that they would appear 
downcast and ashamed. Their enemies expected 
to see upon their faces an expression of sor- 
row and defeat. Instead of this, there was only 
gladness and triumph. Their faces were aglow 
with a happiness not born of earth. They did 
not mourn over disappointed hopes, but were 
full of praise and thanksgiving to God.”’—The 
Story of Jesus, p. 169. 

Read verses 13 and 14 and find out where 
they went, who else were there, and for what 
purpose they gathered together. 

For further reading: The Desire of Ages, p. 
832, pars. 2, 3. 

Tuink! Why were the disciples so happy after 
the ascension? 

Pray that you may be as obedient as they to 
go where Christ tells you to go. 


THURSDAY 
A New Apostle 


Open your Bible to Acts 1. 

While they were waiting for the Holy Ghost 
to give them power, one important duty pre- 
sented itself to the eleven. They had to replace 
the one who had fallen by the way. Find in 
verse 15 the name of the apostle who reminded 
them of this duty. Find also how many disciples 
were gathered there. 

Peter reminded them that David, many cen- 
turies before, had foretold this betrayal. 

“Yea, mine own familiar friend, in whom I 
trusted, which did eat of my bread, hath lifted 
up his heel against me,”’ he prophesied in Psalm 
41:9. 


Look in verse 23 and find the men they singled 
out from whom to choose a new apostle. 

Then they prayed that God Himself would 
choose the right man to take the place of Judas. 
You can read their prayers in verses 24 and 25. 

Then, following the ancient custom, they cast 
lots to determine which of the two, Joseph 
Barsabas or Matthias, it should be, under God’s 
guidance. There were many ways of casting lots. 
One was to mark stones for each person, put 
them in a vase, shake it, and then have someone 
put in his hand without looking and take a 
stone. Verse 26 will tell you the name of the one 
who, under the guidance of God, was chosen to 
fill the place of Judas. 

For further reading: Read Peter’s speech i 
Acts 1:15-22. 

THINK of the change in Peter—he now 
acted, not impetuously, but with reference to 
the guidance of the Scriptures and the will of 
God. 

Pray that when you have a choice to make, 
as the disciples had, you may seek God’s guid- 


ance. 
FRIDAY 


Here are five questions by which to check 
yourself on your study of this week’s lesson. 
The references are given to help you make sure 
of points you may have missed. 

1. What did Jesus tell the disciples about 
baptism? (Acts 1:5.) 

2. Where did Jesus tell them to witness for 
Him? (Acts 1:8.) 

3. When Jesus finished speaking to His dis- 
ciples what happened to Him? (Acts 1:9.) 

4. As the disciples watched Him ascend to 
heaven, what hid Him from their sight? (Acts 
1:9.) 

5. Who were standing by the disciples as their 
eyes followed the ascent of our Lord? (Acts 1: 
10.) 





Never Embarrassed Again 
From page 19 


Jeff smiled. “I may have done a lot for 
others, but I did much more for myself.” 

And he had. For Jeff had come to realize 
how grand it was to be no longer ashamed 
of Christ. 

In the future he knew he would not be em- 
barrassed to speak up in testimony meet- 
ings, for now he could see that they really 
did a lot of good and played an important 
part in the Week of Prayer. 
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Bible Games 


FOR JUNIOR YOUTH 


BIBLE GROUPS also 

JOHN AND JUDAS GAME 
Here are two fascinating games in one, 
presenti an opportunity to learn 
some of the interesting facts about the 
Bible and yet find thoroughgoing pleas- 
ure. The same set of cards serves for 
two different games, both of which 
will hi young people find pleasure 


in His holy day. BRICE, $1.00 


SPELLING GAME 


A game for Juniors to play with 
younger brothers and _ sisters—these 
thirty sets of twin cards will ——_ 
instruction and entertainment for very 
young children by making them fa- 
miliar_ with some common _ wor 
h association of the words with 
the pictures that portray them. The 
first fifteen sets are for very young 
children, and the last fifteen sets are 
designed for a slightly older group. 


PRICE, $.75 


BIBLE TRUTH GAME 

This little game consisting of 101 
i pee cards with accompany- 
ing instruction and answer book pro- 
motes interest in = facts. Some 
f thi tions test the memory; some 
provoke thought. Profitable for Sab- 
ath hours. 


PRICE, $1.25 
BIBLE GEOGRAPHY GAME 


A sea that lost its tongue, imported 
apes a twenty worthless 
towns—could you locate these refer- 


ences . —_ ible? bh wd 
int ca e ords suitable 
abbath ‘diversion in finding Bible 


a PRICE, $1.00 





BIBLE "SEEK" GAME 


Here is something new in Bible es 
that will afford many hours of ex- 
citing and instructional fun. Any num- 
ber up to twenty can play it, but the 
maximum pleasure comes when __ 
by from four to eight players. It tests 
one’s knowledge of Bible characters 
and one’s agility in spelling their 
names. It uses an interesting forfeit 


system. 
PRICE, $1.50 


BIBLE CHARACTERS GAME 


Conducted according to the rules pro- 
vided, it furnishes stimulating rivalry 
in acquiring a wide knowledge of Bi- 
ble personalities and in what books of 
the Bible they may be found. Educa- 
tional and devotional emulation are 
provoked in the family circle or church 
group when played intelligently. 


PRICE, $1.25 


BIBLE BOOKS GAME 


This is a new game cleverly designed 
to teach those who pla ¥ how to 
familiarize themselves with the relative 
sitions of the books of the Bible. 
evelops skill in turning quickly to 
any needed Bible text. Print on 
durable enameled stock, it consists of 
cards, one for each book of the 


Bible. 
PRICE, $1.00 


Each game neatly boxed. Purchase a 
complete set of 7 games and save $1.00. 
Regular price, ¥- 5. Special combina- 
tion price, $6.75. 


Add Sales Tax Where Necessary 
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Opening Bude-by Harry Baerg 
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WILLOW 
BUDS BURST 
INTO SOFT 
PUSSIES /N 


EARLY SPRING 


BOTH LEAVES 
AND FLOWERS 
COME FROM THE 
LONG, POINTED 
BEECH BUDS 


ALDER CATKINS 
OPEN /W LATE 
WINTER WHEN 
LEAF BUDS ARE 
QUITE SMALL 


@ SEVERAL 
BUDS ON 
THE END 
OF OAK Tu//G5 
PARTLY ACCOUNT FOR 
ITS CROOKED GROWTH 


FAT TULIP BUDS 

OPEN INTO THE 

LARGE, YELLOW 
FLOWERS 


. Seg 
HORSE CHESTNUT BUDS 
GROW ABOVE 


HORSESHOE: SHAPED 
LEAF SCARS 


MAPLE 
BUDS ARE 
PAIRED 
BELOW THE 
TERMINAL ONE 


” LEAVES 


ARE HELD * 

IN THE SCALY B/RCH 
BUDS. THE FLOWERS 
COME FROM LONGER, 
ROUNDED BUDS 


DOGWOOD FLOWERS 
ARE \ENCLOSED IN 
ONIONLIKE BUDS 





